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What if...? 

"What's wrong, |zz?" 

"Nothing." 

"Not nothing. You never do that, tossing and turning in bed so much. You lie still even when you're not sleeping." 


"IIl get up. | didn't realize | woke you up." 


"No, stay," Axl tells him, putting his hand on Izzy's shoulder to keep him in bed with him. "Why can't you 
sleep?," Axl asks before turning on the dim lamp that's on his bedside table. 


"Don't wanna annoy you. Don't worry.” 
"Come on, Izzy...” 


Izzy finally turns around on his other side to face Axl, bending his elbow to rest his head on his hand and 


wrist. 


"What if it doesn't work?," Izzy finally utters. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"The band.. This.. What we do. What if we never make it as a band and cannot earn a living out of music?" 

"We will. We're good." 

Izzy sighs and moves his hair away from his hazel brown eyes with his other hand. 

"We go see bands in clubs and some are pretty good too but they haven't made it either. And most of the 
bands on MTV and all that are pure crap, they suck but they've made it. So it means shit to people that we're 
good." 

"It doesn't mean shit. To me, it means the world. Izzy, you're great and I'm pretty good too. | wouldn't be ina 
band with someone | don't admire or respect. We got these new guys to play with us. Steven's fine, Duff's 


pretty good and Slash is awesome. I'm sure we can do something with them." 


"Yes, hopefully. Its just sometimes I'm tired of this shit, you know?.. Dealing. | don't see myself do that til 


retirement age." 

"You won't have to." 

"Anyway, at this pace, | won't make it to retirement" 
"Izzy, fuck, what's gotten into you?" 


"Don't know, | guess that.. | saw this guy this evening walking back here, he's dealing too. I've seen him across 
Sunset many times. He looks 35 or maybe 40. He lives in a squat a few blocks away from the rehearsal place 
we used to go to. | thought | don't wanna be like him in IO years. He's a fucking old lonely junkie and he looks 
like a ghost." 


"You'll never look like him or be lonely. You're beautiful and I'll be there for you. We'll be the biggest band in 


the world. You'll see." 


As he tries to reassure his friend, Axl also feels a shiver crawling down his spine. He secretly hopes fame and 
success happen sooner than later because maybe when Izzy will be able to stop dealing and he will stop using 
as well. It's a long shot but Axl promised himself he will be there to try convincing him and helping him 


through that, once and for all. 


"| don't need all that, Ax. | don't wanna be the richest guy in the world, be on tv or have people recognizing me 


in the street. | just need enough to live decently. | remember at home, when | was coming back from school, | 


would walk in the kitchen and just open the fridge and get something to eat. | never thought about it. Now, 


there's hardly ever something to eat in our fridge. We don't live, we barely survive." 
"It will change. Soon. | know it and | can feel it" 


"Glad you do. All! feel right now is empty and useless, killing time smacking myself out ‘cause l'm too weak and 


fucked up to stop and face the reality of how pathetic | am." 

"Shut up, Izz. It kills me when you talk like that. Come here," Axl says to him, pulling him closer. 

Izzy rarely talks this way. Axl suspects he might feel like this more often than he would admit but he never 
says anything. Axl is the one usually venting and rambling and complaining out loud. Izzy always listens and tries 
to make him feel better. Axl doesn't really know how to do that with him but he was the one prying to hear 
what was wrong with him so now he has to deal with it. So he just does what he believes Izzy would do with 
him. He takes him in his arms and hold him tight. Izzy hides his face into his friend's chest. Axl runs a hand 
into his jet black hair, stroking it gently. A moment later, he realizes Izzy's crying. He doesn't make any noise, 
his breathing is the same but Axl feels a warm wet spot through the fabric of his t-shirt. When's the last 


time he saw Izzy cry? He has no idea. 


"Hey, don't cry." Axl says softly trying to push Izzy's face away from him and look in his eyes but Izzy 


resists. 
"No, don't.. | don't want you to see me like that." 


‘I've seen you in worse shape," Axl comments, thinking about the few times Izzy tried to beat his addiction and 


go cold turkey, and failed. 
"Not the same," Izzy shakes his head against Axl's chest, still refusing to look at him. 


"We'll do great and one day you'll think about tonight and laugh at how pathetic we were," Axl says with a 
chuckle, trying to lighten the mood. 


Izzy grabs the sheet and rubs it over his face to wipe the tears away and dry his eyes 
"Sorry for your t-shirt," he tells Axl 

"Don't be.. | like it when you're opening up like that. You almost never do." 

"Yeah, well.. You can see why. | look like a fucking wuss." 


Axl laughs at the comment. Izzy looks like many things but a wuss is not one of them, even now after he 


cried. 


"Izz, you couldn't look like one even if you wanted to." 


Izzy lets out a long and heavy sigh before lying back under the sheet and pushing himself as close as possible 
against the redhead, burying his face in the crook of Axl's neck, trying to relax a bit as one of Axl's arms 


wraps around him. 


Seeing Izzy so vulnerable reminds Axl of why he will never be able to love anyone more than he loves his best 
friend. It's like looking at his own younger self, the scared child and teen He knows they are so different most 
times yet so alike sometimes. He knows Izzy will fall asleep now. Tomorrow, it will be over. Izzy will be back to 
his normal laidback and confident self, letting all their problems and troubles glide over his invisible shield of 
indifference. Still, Axl likes to see that other part of his best friend once in a while. It reminds him of how 
lucky he is to hold a special place inside the guy's heart and soul. 


